The College Cord (March 1, 1944) by unknown
THE COLLEGE CORD
VOL. 19 WATERLOO, ONT, MARCH, 1944 AN UNDERGRADUATE PUBLICATION NO. 5
Tea Helps the Boys Over These
The co-eds of our fair Alma
Mater arranged a St. Patrick's tea
for March the seventeenth to raise
money to send boxes to the Water-
loo boys "over there." The tables
were bedecked with beautiful
shamrock plants and with delicious
and attractive sandwiches, relishes,
cookies, and teaballs. The shamrock
and green motifs were also carried
over into the sandwiches and
cookies.
The boys were invited as well as
friends and mothers, and they were
fairly well represented, although
Dougan claimed that teas were just
for girls, and although Marsh
couldn't be dragged to the affair.
We were very glad to have you,
Messieurs, even if Chuck did eat too
much!! (Libel. Ed.)
Mrs. Rikard and Mrs. Klinck
poured tea. The committee included
Spoofie, Tommie, Scotty, Muscles,
Baldy, and Sneezy, and those serv-
ing were Cleo, Army, Gert, and
yours truly.
It was a very lovely tea—and a
huge success. The boys overseas will
be much the happier for it. Thanks
everybody! E.D.S.
Alumni News
Rev. and Mrs. Otto Reble became
the proud parents of a son, John
Herbert, on March 7, 1944 at 3 a.m.
in Windsor. Both parents are grad-
uates of the college, Rev. Reble
graduating in 1934, and his wife
graduating in 1935. Mrs. Reble was
the former Lilja Johnson. The little
bundle of joy tipped the scales at
eight pounds eight ounces, at birth,
In a few years we expect to see the
young fellow toddling up to Wa-
terloo College in the footsteps of
his parents.
LT. NORBERT JEFFERS
Athy Meets at "Four Winds"
We are still talking about the
wonderful time we had at "Four
Winds" the night of March the
second.
The Athy boarded the trolley at
about nine o'clock in the evening,
and arrived at Krug's to be wel-
comed by our charming hostess.
Audrey certainly must have "it"
for the college was out in full force;
and to see us all trooping up the
hill en masse must have been almost
as terrifying as an invasion!
Ernie "Mozart" Brose and Eldred
"Beethoven" Winkler played the
piano for us there. Shantz and a
few more of the lazy folk had a
grand time listening to Porgy and
Bess and Oklahoma.
The refreshment consisted of hot
dogs, with mustard or relish (Chuck
only had two that night—that must
be the reason why thousands were
left over for a change, n'est-ce pas?
—but we don't really mean it
Chuck!) teaballs and cokes. And
we won't forget the dogs, and we
don't mean hot dogs this time.
Thank you again Audrey ever
so much. It was just wonderful
of you to open your beautiful home
to us, we had a perfect time.
Tribute Is Paid To- It. Norbert Jeffers
Far off in Italy—a land of which he had mere bookish
knowledge a few years ago—Lieutenant J. Norbert Jeffers lies
in a new-made grave.
He was killed in action at the head of his men, a platoon of
the crack Canadian regiment, the R.C.R.'s. A private soldier from
Kitchener helped to carry his body from the field. Slowly now
the stories of his last action are coming back to his friends at
home.
When his platoon was detailed for especially dangerous duty,
he insisted on going first, though warned that he need not do so.
He and his men were ambushed by snipers. Struck by three bill-
lets, he used his last breath to order a smoke screen for the pro-
tection of those who were with him. Some who were fortunate
enough to return announced that they owed their lives to his
quick thinking. Young as he was, he demonstrated thus the es-
sential value and function of an officer; he died as gallantly as
any officer has ever died.
His friends at Waterloo had always felt the depth of char-
acter which he tried to hide under gaiety and good humour.
They were not aware, perhaps, that in secret he poured out
his earnestness, sensitivity and devotion in a little poem like this
(which was not intended for publication):
By chance I found a garden
Where-in peace and beauty reigned,
And spellbound wandered o'er the verdant sod;
I paused—and prayed—and shared my thoughts with God.
My proud soul soon forsook
All its selfish vain desires
And every petty worry- seemed to vanish into bliss;
I experienced a feeling I had never known before.
My heart was filled with Christian happiness.
One brief and thrilling hour
Spent with God — the King of men
Has made me feel so fresh and clean within
That I invite the whole world to this garden;
If everyone should come t'would mean the end of sin.
Another side of him is revealed by this incident: He did not
aspire to the excellent school grades of which he was capable, but
he sat a few places removed from a student who did. Struggling
one day with a test question, he was asked by his teacher, "How
far are you from the correct answer?" Without hesitation he re-
plied, "Three seats, sir!"
Here was a young man who would have been embarrassed
on being singled out as a hero. He had no desire to show off and
no lust to kill; he had a love of life and good living. But heroes
are made now of just such men. He will be remembered at Wa-
terloo, with the other alumni who have fallen in this war, as an
inspiration to the C.O.T.C. and as a symbol to all of the heroic
qualities of democratic manhood. We are ennobled by his
example.
Founded 1926
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EDITORIAL
Here it is the middle of March with all the mid-term worries
and fun. Teas sandwiched in between tests and essays, and again
the wail for copy—but this time the junior "ed" is having to do
the wailing. We heard from one source that it was a growl and not
our own characteristic snarl. Anyway, we think it is high time
the junior "ed" did some of the chasing.
Spring is very definitely on the way. It must be, for the
skating rink has turned into a puddle, the boys have brought in
the goalie nets, and there is a small waterfall running down into
Doctor Schorten's garden.
From somewhere have come rumours to the effect that the
Sophs and the Frosh are each writing, producing and acting a
play for a not-too-distant Athenaeum. Remembering the re-
markable success of last year's Frosh endeavour, we are looking
forward to an even better attempt this year. Nick is in the swim,
too, for we have heard him fussing about the stage and stewing
around about curtains and lights. We saw some of the boys paging
through a copy of Mademoiselle not so long ago, and we wondered
if they were going to be ladies once more. Well, time and the
next Athenaeum will tell the tale. With the example set by
Mademoiselle they should be very stylish ladies at the very least..
The best of luck to both classes, and may the plays be in the best
Waterloo tradition—you know the "loonier the better."
M. A. J.
The March winds do blow and we shall have snow; but at
last the weather-man has decided to favour us with a little
sunshine. I guess he figures that he might as well make the build-
ing bright to make up for the dullness of the inmates at this
their crucial hour. The other day in Latin class even Dr. Jefferis,
the short-cut addict, felt that spring was in the air. Nonchalantly
he remarked to the class that soon Mr. Lauer would be out burn-
ing the grass off the back campus, adding thereto that the boards
of the rink would certainly not hinder the flames.
Well, we had a lot of fun on the rink this winter, but we
certainly could have stood a lot more. I say "we" on behalf
of all the students, not as the editorial plural. That rink was the
reason for three beautiful falls on the part of yours truly, one
on the left knee, and two on the back of my lap. But time heals
all, yet Miss Brock still has a snapshot of one of the catastrophies.
Next year, however, we will be able to get the rink up early
and enjoy all of the cold weather. I speak very optimistically,
but I expect that our next winter will be more an Ontario one
than the California type we've had this year. But who can think
of next year when this term is not over already yet? By the next
time we write to you our fates will have been sealed at the exam
conference. May our professors be in the best of spirits that day
and have mercy on their poor little lambs.
C. A. H.
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Rainmare
It was a somber November day,
just at dusk, and the heavens were
pouring water over the terra firma
by the bucketful. Nor was the terra
so very firma. At least Brad Arnold
did not think so as he swerved his
splattered grey coupe around an-
other curve on a pasty back-country
road. But the wheels kept spinning
round nevertheless and the car
jerked on. The rain splashed down
the windshield, and as for seeing
the way ahead, ten feet was a mir-
acle. Yes, and he was in a hurry,
too! Isn't that always the case?
And so he jig-bump!-jogged on.
Gad! Why didn't they build the
ceilings higher? Joan would surely
be writhing and she might excuse
him for half an hour, but an hour
and a half! Well she and Emily Post
would never hear of such—where
was he anyway? Yes, that was a
thought. Where was he? Another
spray from a muddy puddle threat-
ened to hit him in the eye from the
other side of the window. But now,
where was he
Surely he couldn't be lost in
addition to everything else? But he
certainly didn't know where he was
now. That was a fact. He had al-
ways wanted to be lost, too—but
not like this! No sign-posts around
either. At least, you couldn't see
any. What about a farm house? This
was certainly a no-man's land if
there ever was one.
Another spray. Nice thing about
rain—made you feel sort of comfy
inside. What was that over there?
A sign-post? Jove, what luck! But
it was about time. Heavens! Couldn't
even see the name! Well, guess the
only thing to do—Slam! Gad! what
weather! Wordsworth and his Na-
ture! He could have it for all Brad
cared.
What! Still couldn't see! Have to
climb, it eh? Well, try anything
onee—and—whose patience was it
in the Bible they were always talk-
ing about? Well, anyway, better get
started—dashed slippery—cold and
—wet! Ugh! Mph! Ahhhhhh!! and
Brad sighed deeply. The top at last!
What did it say now? No! It just
couldn't be!—Wet Paint!!!
E. D. S.
First Love
When I discovered
that I had
a heart —
bright, shiny, splendid —
with joy
I pinned it on my sleeve
for all to see.
I wore it there
till it
became
faded, rag-ribboned,
then, tenderly,
wrapped and hid it deep,
dark-deep within me.
The Devils
As up on the platform I gallantly
stood,
I was shot with an arrow by one
Robin Hood;
Back and forward I swayed, my
hand on my breast
I fell to the floor, full-hard on my
chest.
I panted and groaned and puffed
and kicked,
But to no avail, I was decidedly
licked.
At last I rolled over, my tongue
hang-ed out,
The blood poured forth resembling
a spout,
Then all went black and I'm paying
my toll,
Down here where it's dark and we
shovel coal.
instead of two ears I've now got
two horns,
And I carry a fork with a tail I'm
adorned,
I run around and try to stab
The little angels who make us mad.
Then fly above us and on us drop
fire,
Hundreds of thistles and tons of
barbed wire.
We sit on the ground and swear
at their game
And promise we'll never use the
Lord's name in vain.
They laugh and they tell us we're
awful big liars,
And tell us to shovel more coal
on the fires.
Let me warn you people right here
and now,
To tend to your business and never
allow
Your children and friends to slip
from the rule,
To cuss at the teachers or play
hookey from school
To your churches and schools be
sure to go,
Or you'll follow me here, I'm a
devil you know.
Written by—
One of the Famous Uffelmanns.
A Midnight Prowler
I would get to the bottom of this
for once and for all. Who was the
midnight prowler of the park?
What was his object in slinking
around our summer tent at all
hours of the morning?
Three of us had put up a flimsy,
old tent in the bush that was Morn-
ington's excuse for a park. We all
had our separate jobs, and would
come in at various hours of the
morning, depending on what dance
we had attended, or how many
beers we had had, or the luck of
our dates. It was cool here in the
dense forest; the sun could not
pierce the shade to make an oven
of the canvas shack, and at night
it felt good to curl up under wool-
len blankets, sensing that the noc-
turnal mists of the gulley were en-
shrouding our hovel; it felt good
to drift in slumber with the chorus
of God's creatures of the ponds and
grass singing in the still air.
But for three consecutive nights
I had suspected I was being trailed
home. The first night I passed it
off as being one of the boys; the
second aroused a real question in
my mind, for Bill and Gump were
soundly snoring on their ticks when
I came in; the third night I had
heard footsteps outside long after
I should have been sleeping. I had
said nothing to the other two fel-
lows. They would scoff at my imag-
ination. Why should I be followed?
I was not carrying any pay cheque.
Nor was there anyone in the vil-
lage who would need mine. But
the following morning I determin-
ed to run the risk of being ridi-
culed if it happened again.
Again I came home late. No dark
form flitted after me tonight. But
no, — I was wrong; why should
dead twigs snap like that as I walk-
ed along the park lane? It was
purely my imagination, I tried to
make myself believe. There! Was
there a hulk brushing through the
tall orchard grass beside me? Were
two of us tiptoeing through the
trees that night? I hit upon a plan.
Before crawling under the cov-
ers, I would read for a while by the
flickering light of the candle; may-
be I could lure my shadow into a
trap.
I squeezed the handle of the
monkey wrench tighter as leaves
rustled without. "Don't be so jum-
py, sap. Keep on reading. Maybe
there is somebody peering through
a hole in the canvas. Don't quiver
like that. Appear calm. Appear
sleepy. Yawn a bit, it might draw
him closer. Now, put out the can-
dle. Invite him in."
I blew out the candle. I turned
over in bed. The monkey wrench
was in my right hand, a flashlight
in my left. "That's it, Bill, keep on
snoring. I might awaken Gump to
witness the panorama."
I did. Gump caught on fast.
His hand too, circled the neck of
a wine bottle.
The tent-flap moved, to be slow-
ly drawn aside. Stealthily a clean-
shaven head slipped inside the can-
vas. My patience snapped. The
flashlight went on, and the yellow
circle of light framed a hideous
face against the gray tent flap.
It was the face of a man gone
oerserk; it leered; it hated; it fear-
ed. Simultaneously the wrench and
bottle flew. A bulk of a body
slumped to the ground.
Yes, it was "Scarface" Desmond.
He had been suspected of lunacy
for a long time. His father had
died in a drunken stupor under the
canvas of a tent many years ago.
White canvas had haunted him ever
since. But now, no longer would
people see those queer lights in his
eyes. A home for his kind would
swallow this man. No longer would
he be the shadowy figure of the
village. This was enough evidence
to send him to London.
J.Z.
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WHITE STAR
Barber Shop
E. MARTZ, Prop.
Courteous Service — SanitaryMethods
Opp. Post Office, Waterloo
Use
Kitchener Tri-Pure Ice
Owned and operated by
Limited
Blue Top Brewing Co.
College Static
It's Spring again and Old Man
Winter has come and gone . . . and
in another couple of weeks we will
be foot-loose and fancy free. I guess
most of us are wondering where
this year has gone to.
College just wouldn't be college
without Winkler's laugh, Miss Mac-
laren's history essays, Helen's red
blazer, Prof. Hirtle's stories and a
lad named Herb. — What do you
think?
Fred Shantz was home on leave
this month—a full-fledged bom-
bardier . . . with a commission to
boot—nice work Fred.
More congratulations are in store
for Eleanor Spracklin and Lieuten-
ant Harry Snyder. April 25th is the
great day—we hope you like the
wide open spaces Eleanor.
Let's throw more congratulations
around—Gastmeier and Reble came
into the right of being called
"Uncle" a few days ago. Even the
proud fathers can't be any prouder
than those two proud boys are these
days. It's Uncle Eric and Uncle Her-
bie from now on.
Charlie and Marg show an un-
usual interest in Latin novels—best
sellers, we believe, in the days of
Pompei.
The other day we were in the lib-
rary studying in the usual laborious
manner, when suddenly the
ence" was broken by strains of "du-
du-liegst mir im Hertzen—" then
more silence—and then a hearty
"fine," as only Papa Schorten can
say it.
Latest news from the Boarding
Club — Says Mickus the Marvel:
"Anybody can see that Connie hasn't
settled down to solid study yet—
why, he's still shaving!"
Spring is here—Zimmy's "Wowy"
ties . . . Mary's lace handkerchiefs
—but it is all seasonable.
Tommy gave us this original one;
Necking is a tricky game,
Its rules are hard to follow;
The only players are the dame
And the persuasive little fellow.
It's played by young and old alike
Most of these are lovers;
The game can last throughout the
night
Or be broken up by mothers!
F. R. Strong, O.A.C.
Observation by Cpl. Dark in C.O.-
T.C. lecture: Well, fellows, we got
the new model of the anti-tank rifle
for you, because it's not being used
any more, anyway!
We hear Eberhardt has a picture
of a glamorous gal on his dresser
and claims it is his sister.—We won-
der!
And then there's Roy Grosz. who
wonders whether he shouldn't be-
come a jockey instead of a minis-
ter, in the hope that he'll bring
more people to repentance that way.
And then there is "the tempera-
mental cutie" who leaves her "moldy
green Latin book" (unquote) on
Hems Aye.—puts threatening not-
ices up and turns the room upside
down until even Nick is horrified.
Nick in turn explains to Helen, with
gestures—and it is Helen's turn to be
horrified.
We are really beginning to won-
der about this place called Guelph
—and who wouldn't when certain
individuals with short, blond curly
hair leave heavenly teas to be sure
and catch an early bus—and we
don't think she was going for the
bus ride
Flash! Mad Maniacs on the loose!
Watch out everybody! A couple of
hair-brains, alias Keating and Zim-
merman, armed with a pair of scis-
sors and their usual smooth line,
are bent on getting samples of your
curly locks. Well, so far they've not
touched the fellows, though. Keating
says they're aiding the war effort by
making paint-brushes, but we're not
convinced. Anyway, suppose it's all
right as long as Waterloo College
doesn't get the reputation of being
a clip joint.
Latest in the exploits of ye famed
Wolf Pack is Marchand's growing
jewellery collection. The other day
he sported a splashy sorority pin on
his lapel. But then, maybe he got it
at a fire, Sehl? Anyway, the girl in
question must be a pretty hot flame.
And then, as if that weren't enough,
we looked at our hero again the
other day, and lo! Something new
had been added! This time the
trophy was a ring — big and daz-
zling and with enough stones in it
for a gravel pit. But its mystery re-
mains unsolved as this goes to press
—how, when, where, why and
whom? (As a matter of fact, how-
ever, there was more information in
here, but the censor objects —
sorry!!)
"Bubbles" McLeod was on his
way to Hawk Junction last summer
and was buying a traveller's cheque.
"What denomination?" asked the
clerk.
"Why, Presbyterian, of course,"
replied McLeod, "but I don't see
what that has to do with it!"
Jean Thompson was lying on the
couch in the girls' room. Trying to
justify her presence there, she said,
"Oh, am I tired! I'm just dead!"
Audrey Brock: "Well, I don't see
why you had to die on the chester-
field anyway."
German 10 Class:
Herb: "Dr. Schorten, how do you
translate this into German—
Little drops of water,
Little grains of sand,
Make a mighty ocean,
And a pleasant land."
So Dr. Schorten obliged very
kindly, only we'd better not try to
put our version of the German in
this column.
"0.X.," replied "Ghastly" Gast-
meier, "das ist richtig!"
"The fervent prayer of a right-
eous man availeth much." Brose the
Elder certainly believes in that these
days. Miss MacLaren isn't quite so
happy, however.
Tom: You know, I only attended
one rehearsal for that Freshman
play.
Shantz: Do you mean there was
more than one rehearsal?
Dr. Jefferis: What you really mean
is: Did they actually have a re-
hearsal.
■ ■ ■
Well that's all the mud we have
to sling this time. See you next time.
Janet and Ward.
4 THE COLLEGE CORD MARCH, 1944————■I IW——*
The
Dominion Life
Assurance Company
Head Office — Waterloo, Ont.
LIFE INSURANCE and
ANNUITIES
EARL PUTNAM
And Associates
HOME OFFICE AGENCY
Bedford Drug Store
First Aid Supplies
Light Lunches
Where you get what you want.
PRESCRIPTIONS
Opp. Post Office - Dial 2-2672
WATERLOO
For Good Value in Men's Clothes
come to
Geo. Hoelscher
65 King St. East Kitchener
Above Ellis Hosiery Shop.
W. H. E. Schmalz
ARCHITECT
129 King Street West
KITCHENER
Dial 2-4134
MEMBER
OA.A. R.AJ.C.
The William Hogg
Coal Co. Ltd.
Established Over 40 Years
KITCHENER — WATERLOO
GALT
!
FRANK'S
Jewellery Store
Waterloo Dial 7-7574
Teas and Such
Katherine Lippert has had some
of the most delightful teas—and the
food! Well, you've never tasted any
that was more delicious—tea,
creamy filled sandwiches that just
melted in your mouth, olives, pick-
les, radishes, celery sticks through
novel carrot rings, banana cake
with chocolate icing, three kinds
of cookies and Laura Secords —
and Army had a coke. There you
are now boys if you're looking for
a sweet little cook who will do you
proud! Beginning at four o'clock in
the afternoon we had a cosy chat
in the living room with Katherine's
gracious mother, and liked it so
well that we stayed and stayed. It
was just wonderful Katherine.
Thank you ever so much.
E. D. S.
Mrs. Mclvor has the loveliest teas
for Waterloo co-eds in three groups.
In her cosy little apartment she
served gargantuan-sized pieces of
the most scrumptious chocolate cake
and cookies with coffee. Prof Mc-
lvor certainly has a wonderful lit-
tle cook! It was so nice of you to
have us all, Mrs. Mclvor, and we
certainly appreciate it. Thank you
again. E. D. S.
Predictions a La alf
Al—That was a fine speech you
gave us but I felt sorry for your
wife. She had quite a coughing
spell.
Earl—I really didn't notice. But
you needn't worry about her. Kath-
ryn isn't ill, she's just wearing a
new hat.
Audrey—l would like some peas
for dinner.
Grocer—How many, please.
Audrey—Let's see, there are four
in the family. Oh, about 2,000
should be enough.
Helen—How do you like the pud-
ding?
Frank (after tasting it)—Helen,
are you sure you didn't make a
mistake? It doesn't taste right to
me.
Helen—That's funny. The cook
book says it's delicious.
Flower-woman—Buy a bouquet
for your sweetheart.
Herb—Sorry, I haven't any sweet-
heart.
Flower-woman—Buy some flow-
ers for your wife then.
Herb—Wrong again, I'm not mar-
ried.
Flower-woman — Well then, buy
the whole lot to celebrate your
luck.
Joye—Aren't you going to sell
your house after all?
Marg.—No.
Joye—But why?
Marg.—You see we put the house
in the hands of a real estate firm to
advertise. Well, they wrote such
a lovely advertisement, telling about
the advantages and conveniences of
our property, that neither Ernie
nor I could think of parting with
it now.
Harold—l don't mind washing
dishes for you. I don't object to
sweeping, or dusting, or mopping
the floor, but I am not going to run
ribbons through my nightgown just
to fool the baby.
Eric—You know, girls want a lot
these days.
Ward—Yes and a house on it too.
Junior (on a golf course)—What
is your score for this green?
Marg.—Eight.
Junior—Mine's seven, beat you
that time.
(A little later).
Junior—What is your score this
time.
Marg.—Just a minute. This time
it is my turn to ask first.
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C.O.T.C. NEWS
Newsy activities in the unit have
been singularly few of late. Training
has plodded along according to
schedule with none of those exciting
interruptions which give the CO.
apoplexy and the reporter the
wherewithal to satisfy a ravenous
junior editor.
Most of the training has been
conducted in the class rooms with
the unit split up into three groups,
Group I being the First Year Squad,
II the second, and 111 (as you would
expect) the third. Small terms, gas,
First Aid, map reading, etc., have
been taught and T.O.E.T.'s on them
given. Groups I and II have been
given considerable squad drill and
some field craft. Group 111 has
had for the most part lectures deal-
ing with Organization and Adminis-
tration, Tactics, Leadership and
Morale, etc. On Friday, March 31,
this group will undergo a compre-
hensive exam on these topics. Cas-
ualties will probably not exceed
100 per cent in this action.
If the weather is decent, much of
the remaining portion of our train-
ing will be conducted out-of-doors.
Field craft is one of the most im-
portant elements of army training
and one which is always stressed at
camp. It involves little walking
but a good bit of running and
crawling, and so demands physical
fitness. We shall try to acquire
some of the latter to prepare us
for the things to come.
Seminarians Schmieder and
Minke are no longer with us, as
they will be taking charge of parish-
es in the near future. Both boys
have been with the unit since its
formation in 1940 and their de-
parture will leave a gap not easily
filled.
Cpl. Schmieder was a valuable in-
structor, especially in First Aid.
Among his many claims to fame his
greatest is that, under his guidance,
Roy Grosz, in February of 1943, tied
a real, honest-to-gosh reef knot
That colorful cadet, W. C. Minke,
alias the Angel, Tony, Wootsie,
the Little Minister, etc., was cap-
able of almost anything and quite
often did it too. Never healthy (?),
he won undisputed recognition as
company marker for sick parade; by
nightfall he usually made an amaz-
ing recovery and could be found in
the camp canteen, either bidding
four no trump with no aces in his
hand, or else singing the 17th stanza
of "Farmer Gray." We shall miss
the spiritual guidance which these
two lads brought us but shall take
with us their memory as a consola-
tion and an inspiration.
Jake's Ties Cause Riot
Do you remember the day of the
History 20 exam when everyone
was studying so diligently and
quietly (?) in the library and sud-
denly—tramp, bang, shout, laugh—
in walked some of the boys display-
ing the most arresting set of ties
ever seen on land or sea!
Yes, it was Zimmie's tie rack that
had been ransacked. Colours —
bright, vivid, hot fudge brown, to-
mato red, blue butterfly, and the
like; ghastly ones, and some amaz-
ingly quite attractive. But the one
Ward was wearing really did look
as if it were splattered with blood
and fried eggs, and the editor de-
scribed the green in it as a line of
green mould running through the
yellows.
Eric lost, but unfortunately re-
covered, the unique one he had in
the struggle and Dougan even strip-
ped Zimmie's neck. For what? Yes,
for what! Japanese suns on a bloody
background. Is that what they
mean by modernistic art?
Shantz declared: "One thing about
these ties is that if you spill any-
thing on them, no one would know
the difference!" Eileen came in a
little late for the whole parade and
innocently asked Shantz, "Are you
in competition with Zimmerman?"
Jean Schweigert was a little puzzled
too, and commented "Everybody
seems to have such flashy ties this
morning!"
Never mind Zimmie, we love you
just the same.
Stop Me If
W.D.E.: It astounds me when I
think of the enormous price which
the gay cavaliers had to pay for
their everyday duelling costumes.
When I think of the folds of velvet
and the yards and yards of silk rib-
bon and lace, why, it must have cost
a fortune. I can't imagine myself
going out and buying such an outfit.
R.J.E.H.: The results of this exper-
iment remind me of the Halifax ex-
plosion of 1917. You won't believe
it, but—
A.M.M.: Today we are going to
start the Reformation. I expect your
reading reports to be in by Monday,
and your essays by Wednesday. If
we can manage it we will have an
examination on Friday. Let us start
with Luther.
C.F.K.: Now for the subject of
your term paper, I want you to pick
one that is not too wide in scope.
For instance, don't pick "The
Piano," instead limit your talents to
just one key of the piano.
J.D.J.: Now in our study of the
Georgics, we will probably come
across the names of fifteen kinds of
Italian manure, but we don't intend
to go through them foot by foot, or
to continue the metaphor, we don't
intend to roll around in them.
Dr. H.S.: The word "Professor" is
a mixed noun in German. When
there is just one, he is strong, when
there are more than one they are
weak.
J.A.R.: Now for this P.T., I don't
know what kind of exercises Dark
has been giving you, but I know
four good exercises that not only
build muscles, but also do not poo
you out.
R.C.M.: Now that you ask that, it
se mesto be quite a good question,
seems to be quite a good question,
tions?
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One afternoon in C.O.T.C. Mcl
was overheard saying, '"I can't talk
for long, my hands get too tired."
We wonder if that's the result of
going to French Circle.
The effect of history tests seems
to be sadly addling if this remark
of Helen's can be taken for a good
example.
Helen: I don't know anything
about France. If she asks for that,
I'll give her Spain.
Alf. got a letter from a girl a few
days ago, and the girls found out
and were teasing him about it—at
the top of their lungs. Professor
Jefferis objected to the noise in the
following manner:
Could I induce you to continue
your howling elsewhere? I am try-
ing to conduct a lecture up above
you. Thank you.
Slightly later in the same episode.
Ernie: Let's see that letter you
got, Alf. The girls downstairs were
telling me about it.
Alf: Were they howling?
Ernie: No. They said you were.
Still later in the same vein.
Alf. pretends' he doesn't know
who the girl is, but he told Joye
the girl was an old flame.
Joye: Oh, my shattered nerves!
And here I thought Alf. was a good
boy, but he's got a past after all.
Paul: Gee, in the topical Bible it
says 'hangings, see curtains.'
Well, isn't it always curtains in
hangings?
Eric got in a hurry the other day
and tried to say prose and poetry at
the same time. What came out
sounded like 'prosetry'.
Elaine: That's a combination of
the two.
Chuck: That's my kind of poetry
Paul walked into the library the
other day looking as if he had just
had a hair-raising experience.
Army: Paul, is Joye in there, or
did you wash your hair?
Paul: Oh, I washed my hair this
time.
C.O.T.C.
Herb: What do you have to stop,
Corporal?
Rex: Tanks.
Herb: You're welcome.
And it still remains a mystery to
us why there are no bodies lying
around after C.O.T.C.
Ernie: I don't see why anyone
wants to put X's all over a letter.
Army: Oh, Ernie! I get X's all
over my letters.
Ernie: Yeah, and you get them
all over your Latin exercises too.
One morning a week or so ago
somebody was misguided enough to
annoy a skunk in the vicinity of
the College, and the odor was so
ra.nk that the classes on the west
side had to give up and retreat
to other quarters. It even invaded
the English 30 classroom on the
east side.
Professor Klinck (closing the win-
dow): Well, that can't have come
from inside.
Slightly later Brose said to Nick:
Nick, can't you get that smell out
of here?
Nick (apparently not of the same
view as Dr. Klinck): Sure, just get
rid of some of the boarding club.
Kindly note, there were no funny
remarks about the Cord, despite
what some people say after it's off
the press.
Reble: How do you spell 'Inter-
mezzo'? I want to write Kay that
I saw it.
Haller: S-e-h-1!
Grosz must be becoming quite a
Sir Launcelot, for when he walked
into the Sem library the other day,
Keating said: Ha! There you are
again, always running around look-
ing for addresses and telephone
numbers. Roy claims he is only
doing his duty by the Cord, and the
invitation list for the College dance.
We have some doubts on that score
though, after rereading the first
Cord in this volume.
The reading room just after the
last Cord came out.
Dr. Klinck: Well Miss Editor, the
Cord ca.n't be so bad this time. It's
been out five minutes and I see
you're still alive.
That's what he thought! He should
have been around some ten minutes
later when the editor fled the girls'
common room. There was blood in
the eyes of those who left the hive
after she did.
Mary: When do we have history
today?
Marg: At 11 o'clock.
Mary: Ah yes, the rattling hour
before noon.
People around here get more
addled by the day. We heard these
brilliant remarks in the library the
other morning:
Tommy: Is he short?
Janet: No, he's dark.
Why that should follow thereafter
is more than we can figure out. The
next one is another example of the
same.
Tommy: Is your poetry copy-
righted?
Janet: No. It's nonsense.
It must be the effect of the March
winds that have lately been whist-
ling through and around us. March
is supposed to be mad and the Col-
lege is noted for its lunacy, but
we never thought it would descend
to such a level as this.
Paul was maligning one of the
ancient Greeks one day and Joye
objected .
Joye: Paul, please don't call
people you don't know, names.
There are enough you do know to
call names.
Better mind your manners Paul.
Anyway, Cord copy is due in a day
or so, and Joye will want you
around to call the editors names so
why waste them on the ancient
Greeks.
French 20 students report that
Professor Evans claims that things
are no longer as interesting as when
(we quote): "In the good old days
when men were men, and leprosy
was rampant."
Uh-huh. Well maybe things
aren't so interesting, but they are
certaifcly funny—look what almost
happened the other day during the
noon volleyball game when Wilf's
harness (so termed by Eberhardt)
decided to come unhitched.
German 10 Class.
Just before the bell Dr. Schorten
leaves room carrying two light
bulbs. A few minutes later he re-
turned with them and remarked
to the class.
"Apparently no one wants en-
lightenment."
Helen Sehl: Did you hear about
the cross-eyed teacher?
Elaine S.: No!
Helen S.: He couldn't contrel his
pupils.
Ernie: They've got me married
before I even pop the question.
Eric: Or do you mean, before
you question her pop?
■■ ' m
Eberhardt's comment on the Sem-
inary library: "Humph, cluttered
up again."
Minke wanted somebody to walk
down to Waterloo the other day.
Wally: Any rec-ruits, any recruits.
No?
Herb: No! Any wrecks? Yes!
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The Quiz Kids
Well, what with Chuck and Marg
after us and since it is now 3:20
and the copy due at four, we find
ourselves with a blank sheet of
paper in front of us and our minds
the same way. Time out for a piece
of bread to strengthen ourselves.
How do the rest of you people
write your Cord copy anyway? Boy,
do we ever lack ambition. Maybe
this column is catching the meas-
les. What prompted that is the pop-
ular question now raging through
the halls. Has Miss McLaren got
the measles? Maybe that's why we
have got these spots in front of our
eyes.
We haven't even thought of a
question to ask you. It's even get-
ting difficult to ask one. We no
sooner ask a freshette why she is
going through college and she looks
suspiciously at us (something tells
me this sentence is running away
with us) and then we see a light
slowly dawning in her eyes (clos-
est thing we have seen to star eyes
in a long time). "Oh-h, you're ask-
ing questions for the Cord."
Oh, oh, it is now twenty minutes
to four and as any fool can plainly
see (we can see) we are getting
nowhere fast.
Chuck just dashed in and gasped
out, Marvin Mickus was kicking up
a fuss and what should the soph-
more class do about it? Good, here's
a question 'we can answer.
Half of the sophomore class should
march upstairs to Marvin's room
(not especially in step) and remove
his bed, carrying it outside. If the
door isn't wide enough, make it
wide enough by using Chuck as a
battering ram (Winkler will make
an able substitute).
0.X., now we have the bed out-
side, Mickus is next. The other half
of the sophomore class should now
grab him—ignore him if he protests
—and take him to the window un-
der which his bed has been placed.
Don't worry Dr. Schorten, we
will bring it in any minute now.
We are now prepared to throw
Mickus out the window. If the fire
escape is in the way, tear it down!
It hasn't been used for a fire yet,
anyway. Now, having got rid of
the fire escape, with gay abandon
toss that freshman out the win-
dow.
Here is where the former half
of the sophomore class do their most
dramatic bit. Just before Marvin
hits the bed, they push it out of the
way and catch him on the first
bounce. The first bounce, mind you,
we don't want to kill him (he
would have been killed already if
the sidewalk hadn't broken his
fall). If any damage has been done
and the sidewalk cracked, we're
sure the freshman class will be
glad to pay for it out of their
funds.
Does that answer your question?
Good.
Say, it's four o'clock and we will
have to get this copy handed in.
We wonder what we will ask you
next week.
Joye and Eric
The Philosophy 30 class got into
one of those merry-go-round argu-
ments that leaves everybody but
Professor Rikard speechless. He
grinned and said, "Can't you think
of some argument or are you just
going to let me go on to perdition
without even vocally sending me
there?"
Needless to say, we were in such
a state, we let him go.
Klincks Entertain Honous English
March the ninth was certainly a
red letter day in the life of the
Honor English students. Professor
and Mrs. Klinck invited them in for
the evening. Beginning with a
enigmatic crossword puzzle!) we
then took an imaginary trip through
E.ngland, France, Holland and Ger-
many via a snapshot album, and
how we all vowed to make it real
some day.
Mrs. Klinck then served us a most
delicious lunch —coffee, sandwiches,
pickles, radishes, carrot sticks and
the most delicious Chicopee pie with
vanilla ice cream. And just to prove
what fascinating evening we were
having, we didn't even think of
looking at the time until it was
nigh onto "we danced the whole
night thru" minus one.
We certainly had an evening that
was not only sociable and enter-
taining, but educational and inspir-
ing too and we think that the
Klincks are just tops.
E. D. S.
gimcracks
Volleyball, fellows, volleyball! . . .
0.X., wait till I change into my gym
shoes. . . . Hey, Bill, are you going
to play? . . . Sure, if I can find my
other shoe. . . . Come on Wilf, you
can do that Greek later. . . . Hi,
Gretchen are you going to watch us
win again today? . . . Oops, I al-
most slipped down the stairs. . . .
Come on Ernie, you can play the
piano tonight when we're gone
home. . . . Look out or you'll knock
Roy's glasses and dog-collar off
the piano. . . . Well, what do you
know, the net isn't up yet. . . . Eric,
bring a chair. . . . You'll have to
lift it higher to get it over that
hook. . . . Ah, there, now where is
the ball? . . . Here, I've got it. . . .
O.K. you serve it up, we'll let you
start because we'll win anyway,
Junior and Pash are both on our
side. . . . Well, here goes. . . . Perfect
serve. . . . Marsh you get it—oops—
did I crush your foot Putsy? . . .
Sure, but I can always get another
one. . . . Here you are, Alf, serve
it, and don't hit the ceiling again!
. . . They're either too high or
too low. . . . Nice set-up Luther! . . .
Kill it, kill it! . . . Beautiful shot
Huck. . . . Charlie, for heaven's
sake, set it up. . . . Hey, what's the
score? . . . Ten-seven. ... It is
not, it's eight-all. . . . O.K. . . . Let
that one alone. . . . Ow, ow, you told
me not to get it Gus. . . . Well, a
guy can make a mistake. . . . Oh boy,
the fiery Presbyterian is going to
serve this time. . . Net ball, net
ball. . . . Are you every lucky. . . .
Nice work, Ace, you weren't Keat-
ing that time. . . . Well, don't just
stand there Rhody, help pick Ear-
ache up. . . . Zim, have you heard,
you aren't allowed to catch the
ball, then throw it? . . . Hit it agin,
hit it agin. . . . Just one more point.. . . Here it comes. . . . Casey, you
were supposed to get that one. . . .
Oh, oh, there's the bell. . . Out of
my way, kids, I've a class. . . .
Haven't we all? .. . Hey, whose
watch is this? . . . Well, I guess we
won that game. . . . Whadaya mean
we, all you did was stand there. . . .
You'd better start running. . . .
Brother, I am!
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At Graduation Time
fAn
exchange of photo-
graphs with classmates ere-
ates bonds of friendship you £T 'It
will treasure through the
years. **^T
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